Author: GoAheadAndJump 

Bands: Megadeth 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Fri Jul Ol 201b 07:33:35 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Comfort 


The harsh yellow light of a small lamp filled the cramped room with light. Dave was perched on top of the pile 
of crumpled sheets and the tattered mattress that he called his bed, holding a small pad of paper and a pencil. 
The blinking green numbers of his alarm clock showed that it was 2:30 in the morning. Dave chewed on the end 
of his pencil absent-mindedly, trying to organize his thoughts so he could put them down on paper. He had 
guessed that anxiety was an issue for him, and that he needed help from someone. So who better to tell than 


his best friend and band-mate, David Ellefson? 


Dave sighed, setting the pencil back down. This was a stupid idea. Maybe there wasn't anything wrong with him 
at all, and this was just a normal thing to go through. After all, his life so far hadn't exactly been easy. Which 
wasn't normal. Or was it? Dave looked down and found himself clutching his hands together so tightly that his 
knuckles had turned white. Making an effort to relax, he found that he had been tensing up his shoulders as 
well. "I'm nervous about talking about being nervous. How ironic." He scoffed at himself, finally putting his pencil 
to the paper and beginning to write. That way he wouldn't get into David's room and forget everything he was 
going to talk about. 


When he had finished, he picked up the paper with shaky hands and made his way through the dark apartment 
to the small walk-in closet that David had made into a room. Quietly opening the door and making his way 


inside, he could feel his stomach knotting up. "Hey Junior?" Silence. "David?" There was the sound of sheets 
rustling. 


"What?" A sleepy voice mumbled. 


| need to talk to you about something.” He had to stop himself from fraying the edges of the paper he was 
holding. 


"Hm, turn on the lights then" He could hear the sound of David sitting up in bed. 


Walking over to the switch in the corner, he flipped on the overhead light. "Here." He handed the paper to David 
silently, sinking down to the ground afterwards and hugging his knees. Closing his eyes, he repeated the phrase 
‘tll be okay, itll be okay! To himself like a mantra in his mind. 


David finished reading the paper. Setting it down on the bed beside him he didn't say anything, processing what 
he had just read. Dave found himself tensing up again, and his heartbeat racing. ‘This was such a dumb idea. 
l'm so dumb, what did | do that for? Now what'll he think?! His panicky thoughts were cut short by an arm 
wrapping around his shoulders. He hadn't noticed David getting out of bed and sitting next to him. 


"You need to stop worrying, Dave.." David started to gently rub Dave's shoulder, attempting to sooth him. "The 
band will make it. I'll never leave the band or think any less of you if we don't make it. Everyone has faults, 


and you're way too hard on yourself. Just do your best. Remember to breathe." 
Dave felt a little of the tenseness leave his shoulders. 


"I know getting kicked out of ‘Tallica was hard for you, but look at what it's done for youl Now you have your 


own band, and new friends that care about you.” There was silence in the room now. 


Dave took a deep breath for the first time that evening, and finally allowed himself to lean into his friend's 
hug. He knew that there were still hundreds of challenges ahead of them, and he knew that this wasn't the last 
time his anxiety would affect him like this. But right now he was here, and he was safe. Just the two of them 
against the world, and that was fine with both of them. 


